MODERN TRAVEL

me the silent ceaseless battle was being waged,
and seeming to hear some faint labouring of the
stones, the gripping of the Titans, Angkor, and
the sacred Ficus.

And surely there is nothing outside Milton's
theme that is comparable in measure or import
with this epic. What are the struggles of nations,
conquest by the sword, sovereignty, subjection,
throes of onset, beside the slow eternal wave of
destiny symbolized here, that immutable in-
different void, that in-drawing arc of oblivion
which closes impartially on all strife and has
numbered the years of the sun.

At Angkor one can measure the encroachment
more distinctly than is possible in countries which
we call civilized, where small happenings as wars
and revolutions distract us from universal truths.
Here written and sculptured on the walls we can
read the record of man's pride, how five hundred
years before the birth of Christ Prea-thong, son
of the sovereign of Indrapat, now Delhi, revolted
against his father, was defeated, and banished;
then with his army of followers broke across
the Southern continent, devastated, destroyed,
created, and was only checked in his eastward
course by the marshes of the Mekong Valley and
the Tonle Sap. Here he conquered the Khomen,
the then inhabitants of the country, and with them
became merged in that extraordinary race which
we now call the Kmers. But these Hindus, before
the national type became assimilated and lost in
this new race-blend, built the city of Angkor, and
the temple which they dedicated to Siva, the
destroyer, figuring him in their ignorance with
thunderbolts and eyes of flame like a malignant
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